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years the gentlefolk did what they were supposed to do:
tanned the muzhik's hide. Now ail of a sudden they wake
up and start taking the blinders off the muzhiks with their
own hands! I'm not one to believe in fairy tales, and this
is too much like a fairy tale. There's a lot of distance be-
tween me and the gentlefolk. Sometimes when you're rid-
ing across the fields in the winter you suddenly see some-
thing a long way ahead flash across the road. What is it?
A wolf or a fox or just a dog? Can't tell. Too much dis-
tance between you."
The mother glanced at her son. He looked downcast.
Rybin's eyes shone with  a dark light  as  he  watched
Pavel   complacently  and  combed  his  beard   with   his
fingers.
"No time to think about good manners," he continued.
"Life's hard. A pack of dogs is not a flock of sheep—every
dog barks in its own way."
"There are gentlefolk who go to their death for the sake
of the common people," said the mother, thinking of
familiar faces. "Who spend all their lives in jail."
"They're in a special class," answered Rybin. "Muzhiks
get rich and climb up to the gentlefolk; gentlefolk get
poor and climb down to the muzhiks. Remember how you
explained it to me, Pavel? It's the way a person lives that
decides what he thinks. That's the thing! If a worker says
*yes/ his boss says 'no'; if a worker says 'no,' his boss says
'yes/ That's their nature. Well, there's the same differ-
ence between the muzhik and the landlord. It'd turn a
lord's stomach to see his muzhik get enough to eat. Of
course every class has its own sons of bitches, and I'm not
defending all muzhiks	"
He rose to his feet, strong and lowering, his beard quiv-
ering as though he had noiselessly snapped his teeth
together.
"For five years I shifted from factory to factory—forgot
what the village was like," he resumed in a milder tone.
"When I went back to the country at last, I knew I
couldn't live like that any more! Understand? Just

